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LOUISE ON THE DOOR-STE- P.

I1Y C11AULE8 JUOKAY.

Ilalf-pas- t three in tho morning 1

And no one in tho streot
But mi', m tho sheltering door-ste- p

lt.'Stms my weary feet ;

V. tolling tlio rimtlllJB jiattfcr '
And dance where tho puddles run,

As bright in tho llaring gas-lig-

As dew-dro- in tho sun.

Tlicru's a light upon tho pavement- -It
shines like a magio glass,

And tlirc aro faces in it,
That look at mo and pass.

Faecs -- ah! well remembered
In tho happy Long-Ag- o

When my garb was white as lilies,
And my thoughts as pure as snow.

Facts! ah, yes! I see them
On' , two, and thrco and four

That come on tho gnst of tempests,
And g on tho winds that bore.

ChaiiReful and evanescent
They fhino 'mid storm and rain,

T.!l tli' terror of their beauty
La s deep upon my brain.

0," .f them frowns ; I know him
Vi ib his tlun lung Hiiow-wht- hair,

C Ins wretched daughter
lh.it dp'M him to despair.

An ! tin' other, with wakening pity
iu her Urge eyes,

Si sat as he yearned toward me,
And nhispered "raradiso."

Tlu'y pass - they molt in tlio ripple,
And I shut initio eyes that burn,

Toeneapt another vision
That follows wherr'er I turn :

Thi face of a false deceiver
That lives and lies ; ah, me I

Though I see it in the pavement,
M my misery !

They are gnno ? all threo 1 quite vanished I

L t uo one call them back!
For I've had enough of phantoms,

And my heart is on the rack 1

UihI bir, me in my sorrow ;
Hut Uirrt -- m the wst, cold stone.

Smiling in heavenly beauty,
I see my Joat, mine own I

Thi re "n tlio glimmering pavement,
With 'j m blue as morn,

I"l at ,y the fair-hair- darling
T '"n from my losom torn ;

K)i-- ' cliiHiw her tiny fingers
sin mo sweet and nuld,

An m that Ood fcirghesme,
Fr the sake of my little child.

I v ill k to her grave .
Am! pray that 1 may die ;

An 1 i lj ,. that my Ood will tako mo
En t'. dtys of my youth go by,

F r I am old in anguish,
And long to bo at rest,

Wuh my little babo beside, me.
And the daisies on my breast.

Cured or Matrimony.
Violet Powers was in tho sulks.
But she looked very pretty, never

theless. Girls will look flint
tave eyes like bluo monitor? crlorios at
lour o'clock in the monitor?, and vosv
lips, anil round faces with satin-brow- n

air growing low on tho forehead. Vi-il- ot

knew Bho was pretty and sho
pew likowiso that Mr. Elijah Pollot

uh uoi immisoroo.
1p parlor curtains wero elbowed

Bldo by great scented mnKsoq nf msn
fcraniuws, and Violot'a littlo piano
r "I'on, cioso by, giving tho parlor a
tpSY home-lik- o look that, vmtr Iirown
Jone palaces noror can rival, nny rnoro
pan tho robin's Gilded rlvnlo fl,

fcoss-lino- d nest swinging in tho top.- -

rn" 1UI oi too shadowy old beoch

I Violet was leaning over her fragrant
praniums, resolutely tariir.nm. in n
flue cashtnoro wrapper, with an edgo

reuiu mco at tho slondor throat
id shapely wrists, whiln ATV piint
ft square in the middle of tho sofa
nwn, holding his hat on his knees,
- urainngiy surveying Miss Pow-- r

cr tho brim th ,W w - UVUUV)
Fvhttloman of forty or thoroabouts,
- wuuoriawy uouulo chin, and
aTcarofullv brnalinl 1

ui spot on tho ton of Inn linnrl 1n
a3 liOTorincr on thn hrinl- - rf ,

lOUSlino that senarntoR nl,1 l.nM,ln
4 uuvuvtui'

Eood from matrimony, an undecided

, "I had fully mado up my mind nov-- f
to marry." thought. Afr PoiiAt T',D Wvve AAA

01 altpgother certain as to tho wis- -
IMh - fr" oi .u10 thing, and yot-- sho is
" " " "pretty concorn I

I Influenced bv n.n ,.i::- - --.r
eet put his hand slowly down intor ms nat, and drew forth,

pOUdcd ill Wannln t Mir'"6' " "r paper,
I

Btiffhttlohot-housoboque-
t.

iKlJOW Miss Vinlnt .no f
B ... ' iitiq iUUU Ul

"W UtS II nn AVnnnt,! 11

2 Prtng MP intb PlaC0 0f thoone, "and so I thought

ST.
IIo stopped, lloundoring vainly for

an idoa to finish up with, and beat
"Hail Columbia" on tho crown of his
hat with his finger-end- s.

Fivo minutes elapsed in awkward
nilcnco, and then Mr. Pellet carao to
tho conclusion that ho had hotter go,
and roso accordingly.

"Pray como and seo us again, Mr.
Pellet," said Mrs. Power, Bweetly.

"Thank'ec," said that gentleman.
"I'm going out of town for a day or
two that is, a week, and well, I
will drop in vvhon I como back from
Steele's Mills."

"Sleclo's Mills?" ejaculated Mrs.
Power. "Is.that tho plncb you aro go-

ing to?"
"Yes it's about a bad dobt of tho

firm's."
"Dear mo, what n very singular con-cidonc-

smiled Mrs. Power. "My
sister, Mrs. Amazialr Cornoy, lives in
Stcolo'H Mills. Do pray call and seo
horj . . ; , Jut, k--i

"I shall bo dolighlod," said Mr. Pel-

let.
"And, Yiolct," pursued Mrs. Powor,

"you can send thoso slippers to your
uncle it will bo such an oxcollont
opportunity." r

"There is no hurry about thorn,"
said Yiolet, listlessly.

"My darling ! I heard you say only
yesterday that you wished they wSro
despatched. Bring them down imme-

diately why, what can you bo think-
ing of?"

Yiolet went languidly enough and
Mr. Pollot broko out into a perspira-
tion of satisfaction as ho wroto down
Mrs. Amaziah Coruey's direction.

It was nearly fifteen minutos boforo
sho returned and then, deep with
tho brown paper corements which
wrapped tho worked slippers, elio had
slipped in a tiny noto written on lilac
papor and sealed with a carrier-dov-e

in fino lilac wax. And this is what it
said :

"My Dauuko Aunt Dolly: Thcso
slippors will bo prosonted to you by
tho most disagreeablo old bachelor
alive; I wish ho had gono to tho bottom
of tho Caribboan Sea before bo had
over camo hero tormenting poor littlo
harmless mo ! Ho's going to propose

I know he is and papa will make
me say yes, just because tho wretch
owns bank stock and mortg.tgos. Oh,
aunty 1 If I only had your ready wit
and quick resolution. What shall I do ?

hido in tho cellar when ho comes hero,
or invite him to tea and put strychnine
in tho cup ? It's no laughing matter,
Aunt Dolly I want your kind hhoul-d- or

to cry my oyos out on, for mainmn
is on tho enemy's side. Ono thing is
certain. I shall bo wrotchod for life if
he does marry mo. Pray think up
somo remedy for your disconsolate
little nieco. Yiolet."

And Mr. Elijah Pellet took tho ss

train for tho station whence a
daily stage crawled over tho hills to
Steele's Mills, with his rathor uncom-
plimentary note lurking in ono of tho
toes of Undo Amaziah Cornoy's now
slippers.

A splendid old farmhouse, with its
sloping eaves all hidden in snowy
clouds of cherry blossoms, and odo-

rous branches of southernwood on
each Bido of tho garden gate velvet
fiolds stretching away to a blue, tran-
quil stream, gnarled applo orchards
whoso knotty boughs woro just begin-
ning to blush with pink clustering
buds Mr. Pellet camo suddenly upon
its rural beauty as ho turned tho
sweep in tho road, and ho almost en-

vied tho quiet life of Amaziah Cornoy.
"Walk in, Squire; walk in," said

Unclo Amaziah, beaming all over with
hearty hospitality. "My wifo'll bo
powerful glad t' boo ye. Dolly! hero's
a gentleman that knows your brother
Hiram's folks iu York, and ho's brought
mo a pair o' slippors that our littlo Yi-

olet worked for her old unclo, Dolly,
I say Dolly!"

And Mrs. Cornoy camo tripping in,
a rosy matron of about forty-fiv- e,

with sunny brown hair under tho neat-
est of laco caps, and a complexion liko
hor own npplo blossoms. Sho held
out hor plump palm with a wolcomo "1

no whit less cordial than her hus-

band's.
"Well ! " ejaculated Unclo Amaziah,

lost in admiration of tho slippers ho
was turning round and round on his
ponderous hand, "if these oro lalockH
and pinks aint jest as natornl as life, I
aint no . Hallo ! "

Tho littlo purple noto dropped to
tho floor, Unclo Amaziah started as
if a full grown fairy had lluttored out
of his slippers.

"It's for you, Dolly." ho said to his
wifo, carefully picking it up. "A lot-t- or

from Yiolol, I calculate. Sit down,
Squire, sit down to'll bo ready pres-
ently, and you must bo clean beat out,
travollin' all tho way from York."

Meanwhile Aunt Dolly, leaning
against tho kitchen dresser, read Vio-
let's uqto twico over, filowly and
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thoughtfully tho second time. Then
sho set hor lips closo together and
winked hor hazel eyes very hard.

"I havo it," said Aunt Dolly.
Aunt Dolly know what sho was

about, too, when bIio nttorod thoso
threo magic monosyllables. Sho was
a woman, from tho crown of hor hoad
to tho soles of her trim feet n real,
genuine, contriving, manamvering,
warmhearted woman and Aunt Dol-
ly was mistress of her situation.

"So you'ro thinking of matrimony,
Mr. Pollot? " said Aunt Dolly, as sho
oxtonded a fragrant cup of tea to tho
smiling bacholor.

"Dear mo ! How did you beconio
nwaro of it ? " simpered Mr. Pollot.

"My dear sir 1 " smiled Aunt Dolly,
"wo womonkind know such things by
intuition. Well, Violot'is a charming
girl wo nil know that and she'll
mako tho sweetest littlo wifo in tho
world."

MivPellot blushed to tho bald spot
on tho top of his hoad.

"Of course of course thnt is," ho
stuttered, "if sho will have me."

"Oh, she'll havo you cortainly,"
said Mrs. Comey, graciously; "there's
no sort of doubt on that subject"

Mr. Pollet illuminated all of a sud-

den into a radiant, nt

smile.

"I have always thought, Mrs. Cor-

noy," he said, buttering his toast, "that
housekeeping was infinitely proforablo
to boarding.

"To bo sure," said Aunt Dolly, "Yi-

olet is a splendid housokcopor. I have
trained her myself, Mr. Pollot; she is
my double in all respects. Whatever
I do, Yiolet does, to a degreo of still
greator perfection."

"By tho way," said aunt Dolly, low-ori- ug

hor voice to a mysterious whis-

per, as sho urged on his acceptance a
plato of limpid poach preserves, "have
you spoke tho momentous question
yet?"

"Not yefc," said Mr. Pellot, sheepish-
ly; "but I shall cortainly ask it imme-

diately on my return to town. "

"You'll find her a very superior
housokcopor," said Aunt Dolly. "Her
notions of domestic cleanliness aro
formed after my own model. How of-to- n

I havo heard tho dear child declare
hor unalterable resolution to clean
houso six timos a year whon sho was a
housekeeper. Ah mo tho enterpris-
ing littlo thing! "

"Cleanliness is noxt to godlinoss,"
said Mr. Pellet, trying to look wise,
while unclo Amaziah started and
drank his tea, and started again in a
silent specios of amazomont.

Tho noxt morning it "rained pitch-
forks." Aunt Dolly is up with tho
dawn; and by tho timo Mr. Pellet
mado his appearance, with a knon ap-

petite for breakfast, sho had a grand
"house-cleaning- " undor way. There
was no comfort nnywhoro about tho
houso; thero was no breakfast only
a "cold snack;" and finally tho "men
folks" had to takorofugo in tho barn,
tho rain continuing to pour down so
violently that there was no living with-

out n shelter of somo kind.
"This is housekeeping is it ? " ed

Mr. Pellet, as ho sat down on
n patent hay-cutt- er besido tho pluto-sophic- al

Amaziuh.
"Wal, my wife's allowed to bo a first

rato housekeeper," remarked tho lat-

ter, chewing vigorously at a bit .of
shining yellow straw.

'And Yiolet has been trained by
her 1 " thought Mr. Pollot with a sud-

den pang of irresolution.
Dinner timo came but no roast

lamb and dainty vegetables.
"Wo mostly put up with cold snacks

cleanin'-hous- o tiiuos," said Amaziah, as
ho presented a plato of indescribably
fossilized viands to his visitor. My
wifo don't lilto to bo bothered cookin'
hot things."

"How long does houso-cleanin- g

last ? " asked Mr. Pellet, grating his
tooth against n bony sandwich.

"Oh, two or threo weeks."

"I shall catch my death of cold," he
thought. "Well! it serves mo right
for over thinking of getting married !"

Tho noxt day ho took tho cars for
Now York, having previously "taken"
a heavy cold in his head, in a rain that
ponelratod to his very skin. What
did he caro for rain ? Tho Dolugo lf

wouldn't havo kept him a day
longor in Amaziah Cornoy's houso.

"I'm glad I wont thero, however,"
ho mused as ho sat Biioezing and
coughing in front of tho bright sea-co- al

liro in tho warm parlor of his ho-to- l.

"I'm glad I got n peop bohiud
tho domestic curtain boforo I was irre-

vocably committed. Supposo just for
an instant supposo that I was married
to a woman who eleaued houso six
times a year !"

Tho cold drops oozed out upon his
forehead, and he drow a sigh of blessed
roliof, such as a man experiences who
wakes from a frightfiil dream, and says
to himself :
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"After nil, it is only n dream I"

Ho had intended to devote tho first
ovening of his return to Miss Violet
"I,..r,-,r- , nn,,'tll. Tuelinl nt lliln 1m... t

over, ho went to tho club and put his
namo down on tho list of an uncom-
promising Bocioty, known as the "Al-lianc- o

of Perpetual Bachelors."
And Mr. nnd Mrs. Powor vainly

marvelled why tho littlo parlor, with
tho roso geraniums, know Elijah Pol-lot- 's

prcsenco no mora Marvelled,
nnd then resented it, and finally came
to tho conclusion that it was just ns
well as it was, and that they wouldn't
havo Elijah Pellot for a son-in-la- w un-

der any circumstances whatover.
Whon tho wild grapes wero touched

with tho purplo glow of Indian sum-

mer sunshino, and tho hazy mists
dropped softly over tho vallevs around
Amaziah Cornoy's house, Violet camo
thero to introduco a tall, straight young
Lieutonant ofArtillory whom sho
called her "husboSd," with blushes
and shy pride.

"I thought Mr. Pellet wouldn't pro-

pose," said Aunt Dolly, looking vory
wiso at hor pretty nieco.

"Darling aunty," exclaimed Violet,
throwing her arms round the elder
matron's neck. "Tell mo how you
managed it!"

"My dear," whispered Mrs. Cornoy,
whilo unutterable things sparkled out
of her hazlo oyos ; "my dear, I had a
house-cleanin- g whilo ho was hero !"

Aunt Dolly looked at Violet. Violet
looked at Aunt Dolly, and both tho
ladios burst into tho merriest peals of
laughter in tho world.

Tho Lieutenant of Artillery couldn't
undorstnud what amused thom so
much. But then ho was an unsophis-
ticated man.

"Six times three," montally com-

puted Mr. Pellet. "Eighteen weeks
out of tho fifty-tw- o, spent in this dreary
corcmonial ! I'm glad I'm not a mar-

ried man 1"

Cold and dim, through falling rain
and driving wind, tho night gathered
over tho old farm-hous- e.

"Good !" thought Mr. Pellet "I can
at least go to bed !"

"Ihavon't dono things as thoroughly
ns I expected," said Mrs. Cornoy, as
sho smilingly handed Mr. Pellet a bed-

room caudle. "When Yiolet is here,
wo havo what I call a real houso-clcan-in- g,

Yiolet is so fond of cleanliness."
"Ahem 1" coughed Mr. Pellot
As ho oponod his door, tho sepul-

chral dampness of tho floor struck
him with a shuddoring chill.

AjIUSlXfl PjtOVEBBS ABOUT WOMEN.

As tho good man saith, so say we; but
as tho good woman saith, so it must
bo.

A woman and a greyhound must bo
small in the waist.

A littlo houso well filled, a littlo laud
woll tilled, and n littlo wifo woll willed.

All women are good goad for some-

thing or good for nothing.
A virtuous woman, though ugly, is

tho ornament of tho house.
An obedient wifo commands her

husband. ,

A man of straw is worth a woman of
gold.

A woman's work is novcr at an end.
A good wifo is the workmanship of

a good husband.
When tho good man's from homo,

tho good wife's tablo is soon spread.
Amau's best fortune or his worst

is a wifo.
An enemy to beauty is n foo to na-

ture.
A, woman conceals what sho knows

not.
A lass that has many wooers oft

fares tho worst.
A man must ask his wifo leave to

thrive.
Fools aro wiso men in tho affairs of

women.
Every man can tamo a shrew but ho

that hath hor.
Ladies will sooner pardon want of

senso than want of manners.
Bare walls mako gadding house-

wives.
You may know a foolish woman by

hor finery.
Women aro wiso on a suddon, fools

on promeditatiou.
Beauty will buy no beef.

Choose a wifo rathor by your ear
than your eye.

Many blarao tho wifo for hor own
thriftless lifo.

Pretliness makes no pottago.
Whilo tho tall maid is stooping, tho

little ono hath swept tho house.

Womou laugh whon thoy can, and
wcop when thoy will.

(

Beauty in women is liko the Uowor

in spring; but virtuo is liko tho stars
of heaven.

Women grown bad aro worso than
men, because tho corruption of the
best turus to tho worst.

Boautics without fortunes havo
sweothoajts. plenty, but husbands nono
at ft)!.

Beauty is no inheritance.
Firo drosses tho meat, and not a

smart lass.
Far-fotchc- d, and dear-bough- t, is

good for the ladies.
Thrco women nnd a gooso mako n

market
Thoro is many a good wifo that can't

sing and dance well.
Tho society of ladies is a school of

politeness.
Tho rich widow cries with ,ono oyo

and rojoicos with tho other.
IIo that tolls his wifo nows'is but

newly married.
Ho that wishes to chastiso n fool, got

him a wifo. "

Next to no wifo a good wifo is best.
No woman is ugly whon sho is

drcosod.
Sho that i'b born a beauty ia half

married.
She that has an ill husband shows

it in hor dross.
Saith Solomon tho WiBc, "A good

wifo is a g ood fmzo.
She that is born handsomo is born

married.
Who has a bad wifo, has purgatory

for a neighbor.
Tho cunning wifo makes hor hus-

band hor apron.
Tho rhoro women look in thoir glass-

es, tho loss they look to their houses.
Thero is ono good wifo iu tho coun-

try, and evoryman thinks ho hath hor.
There is no mischief in tho world

dono, but a woman is alwaj's ono.

Mr. Lincoln nnd His Education.
Some of the Secret ofllm President's Poj-ulnrl-

Tho official and public documents
and speeches of President. Lincoln aro
often homely and oven clumsy in style;
they have been criticised for their lack
of dignity and elevation ; but they aro
understood by tho wholo peoplo and
their logic, not cast in tho moulds of
the schools, runs in tho channels of
popular thought This is ono secret
of his strong hold on tho peoplo. For,
say what his enemies may nbout his

by shoddy and party
wiro-pullor- s, no president over had a
stronger hold on tho confidonco of tho
masses. His personal integrity has
much to do with this, doubtless for
the accusation is yet to bo mado that
ho has used his groat power to enrich
himself or to givorelativo or friend tho
opportunity to plundor the treasury
but quito as great an clement of his
popularity is his vital sympathy with
tho pooplo, of whom ho feels himself
to bo ono and in whose stylo ho thinks
and speaks.

Rev. John P. Gulliver of Norwich,
Ct, writes in The Independent an ac-

count of an interview with Mr. Lincoln
in 1SG0, boforo tho nomination of tho
latter for tho presidency. Mr. Gulli-

ver complimented him on tho success
of an address ho had just delivered at
Norwich :

'Ah! that rominds mo,' said ho, 'of
a most extraordinary circumstance
which ocurred in New Haven tho oth-

er day. They told mo that tho pro-
fessor of rhetoric In Yalo college a
very learned man, isn't ho?' 'Yes, sir,
and a fino critic, too.' 'Well,' I sup-

poso so ; ho ought to be, at any rato
thoy told mo that ho camo to hoar

mo and took notes of my speech, and
gavo a lecturo on it to his class tho
next day ; and, not satisfied with that,
ho followed mo up to Meridon tho noxt
evening, and heard mo again for tho
samo purpose Now, if this is so, it is
to my mind yery extraordinary. I
havo boon sufficiently astonished at my
success in tho West. It has been most
unexpected. But I had no thought of
any marked success at tho East, and
least of all that I should draw out such
commendations from literary and
learned men. Now,' ho continued, 'I
should liko vory much to know what it
was in my spoech which you thought
so remarkablo, and what you supposo
interested my friend, tho so
much.' 'Tho clearness of your state-
ment, Mr. Lincoln ; tho unanswerable
stylo of your reasoning, and especially
your illustrations, which woro romance
and fun and pathos and logic all wel-

ded together. That story nbont tho
snakes, for oxamplo, which sot the
hands and feet of your democratic
hearors iu such vigorous motion, was
at once queer and comical and tragic
and argumentative It broko through
all tho barriers of a man's previous
opinions and prejudices, at n crash,
and blow up tho very citadol of his
falso theories, boforo ho could know
what hurt him.'

'Can you reraombor any other illus-

trations,' said ho, 'of this peculiarity of

my stylo?' I gavo him others of tho

same sort, occupying somo half hour in

tho critique, whon ho said, 'I am much
obliged to you for this. I havo boon

wishing for a long timo to find somo
ono who would mako this analysis for
mo. It throws light on a subject
which has been dark to mo. I can un

derstand vory readily how such a pow-
or as yon havo ascribed to mo will ac-

count for tho effect which seems to bo
produced by my speeches. I hopo
you havo not been loo llattcring in
your estimate. Certainly, I havo had
a most wonderful success for a man of
my limited education.'

'That suggests, Mr. Lincoln, an in-- !

quiry which has sovcrnl times been
upon my lips during this conversation.
I want very much to know how you
got this unusual powor of 'putting
things.' It must havo been a matter
of oducation. No man luis it by na-tur- o

alone. What has your oducation
been ?'

"Well, as to education tho newspa-
pers aro corroct. I never Wont to
school moro than six months in my
lifo ; but, as you say, this must bo a
product of culuro in somo form. I
havo been putting tho question you
ask mo to myself whilo you havo been
talking. I can say this, that among
my earliest recollections, I remember
how, when a moro child, I used to get
irritated when anybody talked to mo
in a way I could not understand. I
don't think I ever got angry at any-

thing else in my lifo. But tjiat always
disturbed my tomper, and has over
since. I cau remember going to my
littlo bedroom after hearing tho neigh-
bors talk of an evening with my fath-

er, and spending no small part of tho
night in wnlking up and clown, and
trying to make out what was the exact
meaning of somo of thoir, to mo, dark
sayings. I could- - not sleep, though I
often tried to, whon I got on such a
hunt after an idea, until I had caught
it; and when I thought I had got it,
I was not satisfied until I had repeated
it bvor and ovor, until I had put it iu
langua-- o plain enough, ns I thought,
for any boy I knew to comprehend.
This was a kind of passion with mo,
and it has stuck by mo.for I am novor
easy now, whon I am handling a
thought, till I havo bounded it north,
and bounded it south, and bounded it
east, and bounded it west Perhaps
that accounts for tho characteristic you
observe in my speeches, though I nev-

er put tho two things together before"
"Mr. Lincoln, I thank you for this.

It is tho most splendid educational
fact I cvor happened upon. This is
genius, with all its impulsive, inspir-
ing, dominating power ovor tho mind
of its possessor, developed by educa-
tion into talent, with its uniformity,
its permanence, and its disciplined
strongth, always ready, always avail-

able, novcr capricious tho highest
possessipn of tho intellect But, lot
mo ask, did you not havo a law educa-
tion ? How did you proparo for your
profession ?"

"Oh, yes! I 'rend law,' as tho
phraso is; that is, I became a lawyor's
clerk in Springfield, and copied tcdi
ous documents, nnd picked up what I
could of law in tho intervals of othor
work. But your question rominds mo
of a bit of oducation I had, which I
am bound in honesty to mention. In
the courso of my law-readin- g I con
stantly camo upon tho word demon
strato. I thought, at first, that I un-

derstood its meaning, but soon becamo
satisfied that I did not. I said to my
self : 'What do I do when I demon-
strate moro than when I reason or
proso? How docs demonstration dif
for from any othor proof ?' I consult
ed Webster's Dictionary. That told
of 'certain proof,' 'proof boyond tho
possibility of doubt ;' but I could form
no idea what sort of proof that was.
thought a great many things woro
proved boyond a possibility of doubt,
without recourse to any such extraor-

dinary process of reasoning as I un
derstood 'demonstration' to bo. I con
suited all tho dictionaries nnd books
of rcforenco I could find, but with no
better results. You might as woll
havo defined bluo to n blind man. At
last I said, 'Lincoln, you can novor
mako a lawyer if you do not under
stand what domonstrato means ;' and
I loft my situation in Springfiold, went
homo to my father's houso and Btam

thoro until I could give any proposi-

tion in tho six books of Euclid at sight
I then found out what 'domonstrato'
meauH, and wont back to my law
studios."

I could not refrain from saying, in
my admiration at such a development
of character nnd genius combined.
Mr. Lincoln, your success is no longor
a marvol. It is tho legitimate result
of adoquato causes. You deserve it
all, and a great deal moro. If you
will permit mo, I would liko to uso this
fact publicly. It will bo most valuable
in inciting our young men to that
patient classical and mathematical cul-

ture which most mindsmbsolutely ro- -.
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qturo. No man can uun wou unless
ho is able first of all to dohno to him
self what ho is talking about. Euclid,
woll studied, would free tho world of

half its calamities, by banishing half
tho uonsenso which now deluges and

curses it I llnvo often thought that
Euclid would bo ono of tho best bookH
to put on tho catalogue of tho Tract
Society, if thoy coUltl only get pcopld
to read It. It would bo a means of
grace.'

"I think so," said ho, laughing. "I
vote for Euclid."

Singing 01drsnlm TuncS

To forward tho favorablo reception"
of such tunes, two facta to thoir origi-

nal intention must bo practically borno'

in mind: Thoy nro sung faster tllrtn wd
usually sing them, and, what is hotter,
by a greater number" of voices. It is
a great mistake to suppose that old
tunes should bo sung in a heavy draw-

ling stylo. Our forofathors in tho
church wero cheerful Christians. A
psalm of a dozen torses was but
short to them. Hcnco, as well ns from
other circumstances, it is clear that
they sang in n, quicker and livelier
manner thalSt ia commonly conjectured
Tho "Old Hundredth" tune ia made a
dirgo in our days, but in theirs it was
a joyous and animating canticlo In
liko manner, "York" tune; which itf

Rhclved among tho dull and obsolcto,
was; littlo moro than a century ago, tho
liveliest nnd most popular tunc of the
ontiro kingdom. But, to hear old
tunos to advantage-- , they must bo sung
in old stylo; not only must thoy bo

sung with decent gravity nnd choorful
sanctity, but by masses of peoplo, by
a multitudo of voices, "by all tho pco
pie togothcr," as tho original direc-
tions stnto. Six thousand voices were
wont to bo heard at St. Paul's Cross"

"Thrco or four thousand singing at n
timo in a church in this city is but a
triflo,"said tho excellent Roger Ascham
in n letter from Augsburgh, dated tho
14th of Mny, 1551.

A correspondent of tho Now York
Observer, describing tho worship at All
Saints Church, Margaret street, Lon-

don, says:
"I must express my delight with tho

singing of tho hymnfl nt this service.
Tho words woro evangelical and very
sweet Tho tunes wero familiar, nnd
tho timo was bo rapid and inspiring
that I waB fascinated. They sang six
or eight verses, and I wished thero
had been twcnty-Bix- . Thoro wero no
interludes. Tho organ was heard only
as an accompaniment I think wo
have much to learn about sacred song
Wo kill nil tho elasticity of our Bongs-b-

a drawling style of flinging. In
many of our churches the hymn is an
iufliction, whereas it should bo a re
freshmont nnd joy Tho organist
must show off his nkiiT,- nnd tho slow
movement of tho song sometimes
makes ono yawn. A capital reform
will bo accomplished when wo suppress-
tho interludes, or limit them to ten
seconds, nnd then ronso ourselves to
rapid, choorful songs of praise. Mr.
Spurgeon's congregation did not sing"
fast enough to Batisfy him tho Sab-

bath I was thoro, and he begged thom
to sing fastor, a request which secured
a groat improvement in tho next hymn.
It is an interesting fact that the idea
of mora rapid singing is everywhere
provaleut and growing in England,
and that a fow years promise to secure
tho greatest improvement in tho spir-

it nnd ploasuro of public parties"
Tho following passage from the

qunint old divino, Thomas Fuller, may
meet tho caso of thoso who oxcuso-themselve-

s

from participating in tho-sorvic-

of song in tho houso of God,
on tho ground of not having as tune-
ful a voico as thoy could wish:

"Lord, my voico by natura ia hard
and untuneablo, and it is ia fain to
lavish any part to hotter it. Can my
singing of psalms beplcnBi'ng to thy
ears which is unploasant to my own?
Yet though I cannot chant with tho
nightingalo, or chirp with tho black-bird.Ih- ad

rathor chatter with tho-- swal--lo- w,

yea, rather croak with' the1 raven,
than bo altogether silent Hadst thoi
givon mo a bettor voico I would havo-praiso- d

thco with a bottor voico. Now
what my music wants is sweetness, lob
it havo in sense, singing praisos with
understanding. Yoa, Lord, create in-m- o

a now heart, (therein to make mel-

ody), and 1 will be" contentod with my
old voico, until jn thy duo timo, being
admitted into the choir of heaven, I
havo another, moro harmonious, b- -
atowod upon me."

M3r Iu tho courso of an oxnmi'us- -
tion for th degroo of B. A., at Cam-

bridge, undor au oxnminor whoso namo
was Pa3'no, ono of tho questions was,
"Givo a definition of happiness; " tc
which a candidate rotnrned tho fol
lowing laconic answer ''An exemp
tion from Payne"

Mako a man think ho is more cun
ning thnn you, and you can easily out
wit him.

Ho who has gained tho pinnacle of
lifo has nothing to hopo and every-

thing to fear.

MP."
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